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It wa early morning, and Captain Lafayette Chesaby of Chesa-
by Hall, Southern Virginia, filled an eash chair on the cool ver-
anda overlooking hix broad fair scres, There wus not a cloud in the
pale blue sky., Bright sunlight flooded the fields and shone aguin in
the myrind globules of dew which sparkled on every green leal and
blude of gruss. Down in the elump of weeds by the roadside a moek-
ing bird was rehearsing its invoeation to the day, In faet, all the world
seemned fresh and glad,

But the master of Chesaby Hall did not refleet the general serenity,
He held a small nickle button between his thumb and forefinger, and
his fuce wore a perplesed frown. He was wrestling with a problem
in circumstantial evidenee, He had come across that button a few
moments before, lying just within the wine closet in the hallway be.
hind him, and be was now puzzling to place its owner,

Though the cuptain himself was only a easunl imbiber, it was only
his policy to deprive his friends of a cheering drgft when they dropp-
el in to pass the time of day and estimate on the coming crops. And
%0 it happened that the door of the wine eloset in the airy hall, near
the niche wheee stood w suit of burnishing armor—much the most ap-
sclent and venerable of all the family heirlooms—fairly bulged with
the good things that contributed so much to the comfort of a quiet
afternoon gathering of cronies. A snap-eateh alone barred the way to
this tressure vault, for the houseservants were deemed fully trustwor.
thy, and the eaptain wax not one to offend the free and casy atmos
phere of the ancestral homestead with significant keyholes,

But of Inte teltale stuins had decorsted the polished floor both
within and immedintely without the closet, and on a eertain morning
a tumhler had been found on the table, which gave forth a suspicions
and feagrant odor.  Captain Chesuby had noted these sigms of med-
dling fingers out of the corner of his eye, but said no word, At first
he gave it only passing throught, taking it that one of the servants af-
flicted with o sudden eramp or chill, had mixed himself a toddy, but
the following day fresh stwins had appeared and more whiskey disap-
]ﬂ'ul'-"i, aned w0 1t had continued until the ('n]nillill. thoroughly phl\fnk-
ad, had wade up his mind to give the misereant a lesson. It would
never do for him to allow such loose methods with his own particilar
and peeulinr property, nor the indiseriminate use of Hguors among the
irresponxible in his charge.

So, watching and taking enre to give the culprit no canse for
alarn, at lnst that morning he had been rewarded with a clue; for
upon opening the door of the wine.closet on his way through the hall
a few moments before, n round, bright nickle button had glenmed up
sancily at him from just seross the sill,  Making haste to transfer
it 1o hix pocket for further investigation, he guessed instantly that it
belonged to the mysterious tippler.

And now, as the Captain sat there on the veranda, trying to place
its owner among the two seore workers on the plantation, of a sud-
den the light dawned npon him, Why, it was Uncle Roscoe, old Unele
Roseoe, the family butler and senior deacon of the local African
Baptist church! That button looked marvelously like the set which
adorned the old fashioned olivegreen cont which he delighted to eall
his “lib'ey,”" given him by Captain Chesaby's futher before the war
and cherdgbed therenfter by Unele Roseoe always as his choicest pos-
ROSSI0N, * wonld not have decmed that any menl could have been
properly served upon the place without himself in his “'lib'ry™" at the
helm ax master of ceremonies, His pride in it was most touching,
and in spite of its years of use it was still in fair and spotless con-
dition.

The picture that the old servant made in it now rose convineingly
in the Captain’s mind and his brow tightened with the stress of his
thought. What should he do ' How should he npply the leson he
intended to administer 1 He had not the actual proof of the old man’s
euilt, and as he sat there in his chair, speeulating on the right course
to pursue, he suddely caught sight of Uncle Roscoe himself erossing
the lower part of the yard on the way to the well, with a water-bucket
in his hand and his green coat on his baek, for it was nearly breakfast-
time. The master leaned back comfortably in his chair, assumed a non-
committal exprossion and called in his laziest tones:

SRoseoe! Oh Roseoe ! Run heah, suh!™

He was gazing absently out over the fields when the old negro at
length shuffled up the steps and stood before him, a I‘t'-ipr't'lfill half-
grin upon his cbony features . _

“Roscoe,”” said the captain monchalantly, **do yo' know Major
Yaneey's boy Mink 1"

Unele Roscoe ra
his wool thoughtfully for a space.

isedd n bony hand and seratched at the voots of
SWaull, suh,'" he said, looking up,
“iyo’ see, Maj' Yaneey got ‘bout fo' Minks: Mink what drive de
fambly earringe, Mink what do de plowin’ "n" ol” Mink, what doan do
naffin ‘eopt set eronnd. Bt [ reckon T knows de hull er ", .-.uh.‘
m’ dev's all hones' niggers, ‘eept dat younges' one, de waitah, I doan
t'ine much or Yim, sul. T heerd tell ez how he done dip inter Marse
Maj's eo'n licker ‘o' lay en de fiel” drunk mos” two days,  Lle ain't
mueh, sub, T knows dat.”’ . ’ .

The Captain eotighed suddenly to hide a .um_lln- at the old man's
enrnestness,  He had deeided to treat him to a little seare, so that if
gnilty he might take warning and mend his ways without the Captain
!‘l"ill}:fillL': Lo drastic weasnres, .

“He's the very one I mean, Roscoe, the butler. I guess I'll have
to drop in on the Major tomorrow and see if I' ean’t get hold of Mink.
I'm looking sround for a good butler now, yo' know. ‘

nele “ll.\:i-nn rave i sudden  sturt 1Il|l| l'lll!l'hm! s‘]l:'.'élluulu'il”.\'
at his ehin, ““Fa' do goud Lord, Marse Lafe ! he ejnenlated, "!m\\'
vo' is talkin'! Yo' lookin’ fo'a hatlah? Lookin® fo' a hutlah? Why,
honey, don’ vo' know dat T done «i've yo! happy his meals vight ot de
ve'v same table dat sets en de dinnin’room dar long ‘fore de wah?
Don’ you know dat ! *N' 1 guess de Chesabys dem days was de people
to know a good butlah! 1 mought wit ol’ n' evenky en de j'nts, h’m'. |
knows how t’ sa've a menl, sub, yit! 'N' dat Mink nigger,”" he snifl'ed
contemptuously, ‘dat Mink nigger, why, he's de orneryes’ butlah on
dis side de Jawdon !’

‘Oh, yesy,"”” the Captain broke in, ' _ he's
of yo's. But yo'r getting’ too old, Roscoe, yor losing yo' grip.
huve to talk it over with yo' mistress,”’ L

As he spke, the Captain’s eyes wandered epsually up and down the
two rows of nickle buttons which betrayed no sign when they behold

one missing.

“1 know about that—he's a rival

I'll

L

It was ten o'clock that same morning when the Captain’s wifo
and her daughter Sally drove away to town in the l‘um_ily turnout, and
shortly after dinner the Captain himself got down his fish-poles and
tackle with much ostentation and betook himself in the direetion of
the spring branch which idled along half a mile back in the woods.

Just ahout this latter time a keen observer might have detected
a foxy little grin of satisfuction playing about the mouth of the senior
descon of the African Baptist Church, as he rubbed a damp rag over
the front windows of Chesahy mansion. His good wife, Aunt Dilsey,
was at work in the kitchen, but the other house-servants had dispatch-
od their duties and retired to their quarters. An aiv of deserted tran-
quillity hung about the manor-house,

Captain Chesaby struck out over the back lots, erossed th.e collard-
pateh and a field of corn, and skirting on his way a neighbor’s goober-

The Devil
In Armor|

By

pateh, finally reached the friendly shelter of the tangle which marked
the bank of the spring branch, Here he lingered only long enough to
secrete his pole in the canes and catch his breath. Then he turned
right around and went back the way he had come, taking care not to
be seen by any of the dusky workers about the place before he resched
the house and slid out of sight through the hack hall.door,

It was eather dark in there and he stood a space, mapping his damp
brow and neck and cooling off his brisk jaunt in the hot sun. He eould
se¢ through the open door, down to the road, where Unele Roscoe,
with one foot upon the hub of a dilapidated wagon, was conversing with
the Rev, Shadrach Potter, From all appearances the wine-closet had
not been visited ax yet. e listened intently, but no sound exeept the
droning voiee of the preacher and the switching of his mule's tail
egme to him,

Captain Chesaby tiptoed eautiously down the hall. In its niche
by the wine-closet the suit of mail reposed grimly, a savage inseruta-
bility seeming to brood over the barred helmet and down-drawn beaver,
which had onee inelosed the head of a cavalier ancestor on the fields
of Naseby apd Marston Moor. -

The Captain grasped the armor firmly about the waist-line, Jifted
it from its place, und hurried as best he could into the silent parlor.
The warrior for whom it had been designed must have been of just
Captain Chesaby's height and bulk, for what did that same late Con-
federate officer do but luy off his linen coat and wide-brimmed hat, re-
move his shoes und proceeded to don the odd and nnwieldly apparel -
an act accomplished only after many pulls and clanks and when the
Captain's favorite expressions of disgust were about exhausted.  The
Jast and post uncomfortable thing of all to go on was the helmet, the
beaver of which he pulled down so as to coneeal his face effectually.

Queer Circumstances That
Caused Him to Save a Sinner

Then he walked stily and ereakingly back to the hall, elimbed
into the niche and assumed a position as nearly skin to the one the
armor usualy bore as was possible. His work had been attended with |
no little poise, but Unele Roscoe was so fully oceupied in following the |
steady enrrent of talk which flowed from the lips of the preacher that }u-i
heard not a sound. ;'

Slowly the minutes dragged by, slowly they lengthened into fives
and tens, and faster and ever faster pozed the perspiration from the
Cuptain’s pores; but stiil the crafty old butler lingered over his pious
confab. At last, when the master was nearly sweltered, he heard
Potter's whip erack over the drowsy mule’s back and the rickety
wheels of the eart began to revolve.

“1 rely on you, Brer Roscoe, 1" lead the flock en prayah nex’
meetin' "' Potter called as he drove away.

Shortly after, a stealthy step on the veranda made a loose board
squeak, and u dark wily face peered around the door-jamb and took a
minute’s reconnoissance of the hallway, Then eame Unele Roscoe’s
whole body. In one hand he clutehed tightly a punch of mint, the
bruised stulks of which filled the sultry air with pungent odor. In the
other he earried a gourd of cold well-water. Moving carefully toward
the closet to avoid slopping the contents, still more carefully he bent
down, rested the gourd against the base-hoard and softly drew open
the door,

Now Unele Roseoe’s fame as a julep-maker was widespread, and
the old fellow himself shrewdly suspected that pink-nosed Colonel
Booth, the Hon. Jimmy Dikes and Major Yaneey talked more ‘“*crops’’
than was at all necessary at Chesaby Hall during ** julep season.'’ But
as he disappeared into the winecloset he resolved to make a coneoction
this time that would totally eclipse any former attempt in the same line.

Directly Captain Chesaby heard the whisky spigot turn, and the
purl of falling liquid. Then a short silence, broken at last by a gulping
gasp, n smack and a muttered exclamation: “Um—m—m-—ah! Dat
suttenly do knock de hotness outen de bones! Um—m—m—m—um!
Dat tas’ lak’ mo'!” The spigot turned again,

About a minute later Unele Roseoe emerged from his retreat, glass '

in one hand, gourd in the other. He closed the door behind him, and
stepping nimbly up to the suit of armor, raised his glass and said softly
and tantalizingly : i

“Heah! look heah! O1" Blun-erbuss, don’ yo' wish yo' ¢'n’d feel
dis nice col” julep runnin’ down yo' neek?” He shoved the glass up
till it nearly tonched the helmet, langhingly childishly, and continued :

“Don’ yo' jes’ wish yo' ¢’'n’d’! But yo' can’t—no, sah! Une’
Roseoe hain't gwine 1 waste no clean licker on yo' rusty ol’ throat;
de only t'ing yo' kin do, ol’ man, is ter smell de settl—]—"'

The sentence ended in a shrick of mortal terror, for Captain
Chesaby, with a deep groan, bent forward and caunght his wrists in
an inexorable grasp. To the frightened negro’s mind it was as if an
avenging thunderbolt had fallen from the Judgment Seat to annihilate
hiy gnilty soul. As he wrigeled and writhed about, the ridges in the
steel gauntlets seraped and lacerated the skin on his wrists, A ghastly
pallor, reaching to the very roots of his wool, overspread his face, and |
in terror-stricken, quaking tones he pleaded for his life.

“Pon’t hu't w-me, good Marse Debbil! I'se on’y a po’ o-0-0l’
shif less mggah. —I=hain’t nebber sland’ed yo' befo’—M-—Marse |
Debbil. 1 hain't nebbah talked ag'in yo' befo’, Marse Debbil! I |
hain't nebber prayed ag'in yo' in chu'eh like some niggahs hez—n"— |
=1 hope yo' fambly's wel—o-0couch! Fo' de god Lawd’s sake, how |
yo' does pinech mab han's, Marse Debbil! Ow! please lemme go,
|||t‘i|\'|'. n'="n'—-"

ITis voice ended in a howl as the tumbler dropped from his hand |
and was shivered on the floor. The sepulehral voice from the armor |
ent him short. .

“That's enongh, yo' old hypoerite! So this is the way yo' look |
nfter yo' master's intervests, is it '—with yo' lying and cheating and
thieving behind his back! So this is the wicked snake nature that
hides under yo* livery and yo' fine manners and smooth talk? I have
come to put my spell on yo', and T warn yo’ vow that unless yo’ stop
right here in yo' tracks and head vo'self for the narrow path, yo' doom
is sealed ! Yo' tongue will wither up in yo' head, yo' feet will shake
with palsy, yo' hands will change to claws, and yo' will fall like
Lineifer!"”

Uncle Roscoe groveled and moaned bencath the words: but the
master pitilessly continued

“And now on one condition only will T spare you'—just one.
And that is that you kneel down there on the floor and solemnly
promise to stop yo' scandalous habits. Otherwise—' He losed one
wrist and made a motion toward the negro’s breast.

The old man’s jaw dropped in hideous awe.

A ,“I——l !umn’ do whot yo' done tol’ me, Marse Debbil,” he whined, |

on’y spar’ me, Marse Debbil, spar” me, m’ I sw'ar t’ promise—I—1 |
—1I be'n er monst’ons bad niggah—wuthless n’ no-count—but 1|
boun' do what yo' done tol’ me!”’

Captain Chesaby loosed the other wrist, and Unele Roscoe sank to
the floor, with his knees in the broken glass and whisky, a miserable,
terror-stricken, trembling heap.'’

““Come urged the Captain at last, less harshly that he had spoken
before, for the disgrace of the trusted old servant touched him, *‘come,
are yo' going to promise!’

The old man raised his clay-hued face, eyes rolling, lips twitch-
ing, and began: “‘Oh, Lawd!—I means Marse Debbil—I—I—I prom-
ise, sho'ly—="n"—"n"<"" he sought desperately for words to express

n
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his earnestness—'*'n’"’ true dat 1 hain’t nebber gwine tech Marse
Lafe'’s co'n licker—'n"—'n" I gwin change roun” 'n’ be a diff 'nt nig-
gah. Yes, sah! [ be'n turr'ble bad en my day, thievin® 'n’ lyin’,
but I gwine tn'n en de narrer path. I gwine ax yo' t’ fergive me,
Marse Debbil.—"" .

A rustle and an indignant snort attracted Captain Chesaby’s at-
tention at this juncture toward the back door, and looking in that
direction he beheld Aunt Dilsey, Unele Roseoe'’s rotund life-partner,
filling the doorway with her augnst person. In one hand she firmly
held her trusty broom. In her wide, glittering eye was written wonder
contempt and anger, She threateningly waved the broom to and from
before her, like a tiger lashing his tail. As Unele Roseoe stopped for
breath, she nttered a ery such as a conquering Zulu might voice, and
bare down upon him. He heard the yell and the hollow thump of her
feet. and half rose to meet the onslaught, but it was too late. She
smote at him widly and viciously, The blow eaught him on the ear
ad eheek, and with a squall that was part gurgle, he toppled over.

“I°1 'arn yo' manners!”" she shrieked, ““‘yo’ nasty black ruff'an!
I'll 'arn yo' t' break inter Marse Lafe's whisky 'n’ lay heah drunk en
de hall, whar de quality mought walk in, a axin’ Satan t’ fergib yo,!"’
She stenek fiereely again.  “*Git outen heah! (it outen my sight, yo’
low-life seamp, afore I kills yo'!"

The old butler serombled, rumpled and disheveled, from beneath
the rain of blows, and with coat-tails streaming to the wind dashed
down the hall and disappeared through the door, with never a look
back at the seene of his downfall,

Aunt Dilsey stayed behind and angrily surveyed the wrecked
Julep, muttering meanwhile threats of bodily violence upon her way-
ward spouse.  Then she betook herself to the kitehen and returned with
a mop and dust-pan, Her anger had not yet simmered down, and she
cleaned up the wreek. |

“I'l eure dat treiflin® houn” er dese trieks er break ‘is back
she avowed vigoronsiy, as she waddled back to her work,

The yard still bore its lazy summer appearance, when Captain
Chesaby, divested of his suit of mail, viewed it again from the rear
IK!"I'h.

A few chickens sang their songs of contentment from a bunch of
shubbery near-by. An idle horse, under some trees in the paddoek,
stamped his feet and struck with his tail at the impudent flies that per-
sisted in biting him. A loeust skirled dissonantly. But these were the
only indications of life present. No sound arose from the negro
(uarters.

So the Captain stole away through the orchard and was soon lost
in its mase of green.

The sun was slowly sinking in a peaceful sky, when, with a fair
string of fish, Captain Chesaby neared his home that evening. Whistling
merrily an old war tune and spoke a cheery word to the field-hands
he passed coming to supper, and he steered his course so that he would
pass ['nele Roscoe's eabin.

As he drew near he saw the old man seated on the door-step of
his abodé, wrists bandaged with clean strips of linen, his face wearing
a painfully;subdued expression. He seemed to study a Bible which lay
before him on his knees,

Captain Chesaby stopped whistling and rested his pole gently
agninst the cabin, he looked at Unele Roscoe for a minute; but the
old man avoided his gaze.

“Well Roscoe,”” he drawled at length, ‘“what yo' been doing to
vo'self now? fighting?”’ ;

But just then the strains of a plantation song broke in upon them
and Unele Roseoe gave a perceptible shiver and glaneed uneasily about
as the voice of Aunt Dilsey floated sweetly out through the kitchen

window of the big house:
Some folks say dat a deacon won’ steal—

Way down yander en de co'n-fiel'!
But I cotch two en my co'n-fiel'—
Way down yander en de oo'n-fie]’!
“Angel, Gabr'el!" the old man ejaculated involuntarily Then
pulling himself together with an effort he looked up and met the
(aptain’s gaze. .
“No, suh, Marse Lafe,”” he said. “‘I hain’t b’en en no rumpus:
Des got mah han’s eoteh en de well-chain.”” He shivered again slight-
ly and glanced apprehensively over his shoulder toward Chesaby Hall.
“‘But I boun' I hain’t never gwin to git 'em coteh ag’in, marse Lafe,"
he added,
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“THE MILWAUKEE"

“Pioneer Limited,” 8t. Paul to Chi-
cago; “Overland Limited” Omaha to
Chicago; “Southwest Limited,” Kansas
City to Chicago,

No train in the service of any rail-
road in the world equals in equipment
that of the Chicago, Milwaukee & St.
Paul Ry. They own and operate their
own sleeping and dining cars and give
their patrons an excellence of service
not obtainamle elsewhere,

Berths in their sleepers ars longer,
higher and wider than in similar cars
on any other line. They protect their
trains by the Block System, H. B.
Rowe, General Agent, 134 Third street,
Portland, Ore,

THE
Dr. C.GEE WO
Chinese
Medicine Co.

Formerly located 258
Alder Street; for the
ﬁat five ycars, HAVE

{ MOVED into the
large brick building
at the south-east ?r-

n-

The Ring of Cures

I am now in your city introducing my
wonderful arts of healing. Come one
and all and I will tell everyone their
disease amd you will be made well.. My
medicines are all nature's remedies,
roots, herbs, barks and berries,

After T introduce my medicine T will
leave certain Xinds of it in your drug
stores,

Office hours: 0 to 12 a. m.; € to 8
p. m., at the Megler House, 680 Commer-
efal street, rooms 1 and 2.

ner of Firsl and Morrison Btreets.
trance NO- 163 ant Bto

Successful Home Treatment

Dr,C. GEE WO Is known throughout the
United Blates, and is oalled the Greatl Chinese
Dootor on nccount of his wonderful cures
without the aid of a knife, withont using
polson or drugs of any kind, He treats any
and all digeases with powerful orlental roots
herbs, harks, and v bles that are un-

known to medical selegnce in shis country,
and through the use nf these harmless reme-
dles he guarantees to cure

Catarrh, Asthma, Lung Trouble, Rheumetism,
Nervousness, Stomach, Liver, Kidney, Female
Weakness and all Chronic Diseases.

Call or write, enclosing 4 2-cent stamps for
malling book and clreulay, Address,

C. Ge Woo Chinese Medicine Co.,
No. 161 1.2 First St., $.E. Cor, Morvison.
Mention this Portland Oregon,

Consulabion free at Astorla, Ore,
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Ladies, read this catalogue of charms,
Bright eyes, glowing cheeks, red lips, a
smooth skin without a blemish, in short,
periect henlth, For male with every
package Hollister’s Rocky Mountain
Tea, 35 cents. Frank Hart, druggist.




